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’Ow our Harold found’t Neutron*

Nah, tha may ’ave ‘eard tell of the Neutron
Which ’as been causing us all such to do
They said ’twere James Chadwick as found it
In Nineteen Hundred and Thirty Two

Nah, that’s the version from ’istory
B’r if tha believe it, tha’rt a reight chump
Our Harold found’t Neutron in Poolsbrook
On’t corporation rubbish dump

’E were cycling home in the twilight,
and was passing the said rubbish dump,
When ’e saw somat theer shining and brilliant
As made ’is heart falter and jump

He went back theer early next morning
To check as ’e wasn’t mistook
After lookin’ a bit ’e found just what ’e wanted
And thot it a stroke of good luck

It were round, ’twere bright and ’twere shiny
’Bout eight or ten inches across,
and ’e thot “What a reight bobbydazzler!
I’ll tek it to Ernie+, the boss”

When ’e tried to uplift this ’ere neutron
By gum, it were ’evy as lead
But wi’ leverage ’e got it in’t handlebar basket
Cycled home, and went straight off to bed

The following morning, ’e set off for Cambridge
Wi’ ’is bicycle, neutron an’ all
It took ’im twelve hours as it usually did
But now’t untoward did befall




Now Ernie were reight pleased to see it.
’E wanted to show it around
’E showed it to Cockroft – and Walton,
’oo tapped it, just to check it were sound

’E showed it to Peter Kapitza
’oo thought it were smashin, just fab.
He said “We could flog it at Christie’s.
It’ll ’elp us to pay for’t new lab”.

Ernie said “It’s abaht same weight as a proton
Bur’ I don’t think it’s got any charge”
On ’earing this Kapitza pricked up ’is ears, and said
“Ow much do they usually charge?”

Well, Ernie had reached a decision.
“An experiment’s exac’ly the thing”
So he sent to’t co-op shop for equipment
Treacle tins, sealing wax, string

’E needed a very big ’ammer,
and a very hard chisel an’ all
an’ ’e took ’em along wi’t neutron
to’t theatre for’t technician to install

So, on the appointed occasion
All’t researchers were duly assembling
With Ernie wi’t neutron at rostrum.
You could see ’e were nervous and trembling

The neutron, it were fixed in a G-clamp
 and Ernie rose to is full Kiwi height
’E picked up sledge ’ammer and chisel
and banged t’neutron with all of ’is might

There were an enormous blue flash in’t theatre
But when’t commotion had cleared
They saw Ernie wi’t neutron. ’Is eyebrows was singed
But there warn’t nothin’ worse, as they’d feared

The ’ammer were broken in pieces
The chisel were shattered to flinders
The rostrum were battered, but still ready for use,
And t’floor it were covered with cinders

But when they examined the neutron
Not a scratch, not a blemish were seen
It remained in its pristine perfection
With its beautiful silvery sheen

Now Ernie recovered is coolness
‘E said “I’d been led to suspec’
That I were a quite irresistable force,
But this ’ere’s an immovable objec’

We’ll submit a short Letter to ‘Nature’ – 
or maybe we could mek it an Article
To describe as what we’ve just discovered:
A new fundamental particle.”

But Cockroft, ’e raised an objection
“They ain’t nobut just one o’ them theer
If we were to submit it to ‘ Nature’
They’d think that a little bit queer.”

So then they all fell to discussin’.
At last Walton ventured “I find
It a bit premature to publish,
If it’s the only one of its kind”

So Ernie sent letters t’world over
“‘As ’owt like this ever been seen?”
He wrote letters to Christchurch and Montreal
But nowt like it ’afore ’ad there been.

They were then in a bit of a quandary
And didn’t know what to do next
“What should we do wi’this ere neutron?”
said Ernie, a trifle perplexed.

Nah’t date were’t 19th October
 Our Harold looked thoughtful and coy
’E said “Tomorrow’s James Chadwick’s birthday.
 We could gi’ it t’owd lad as a toy.”

So they wrapped it up nicely, and on’t 20th
October nineteen thirty two
They give it James Chadwick, wi’t message inscribed, 
 “Best wishes, Happy birthday to you”

and the rest (as they say) “is history”
(but tha needna’ tek no notice o’ that)

©Robert Miller, September 8th 2001

*acknowledgements to Stanley Holloway (not forgetting Edgar Marriott)
+Ernest Lord Rutherford of Nelson





I’m Making Hay While the Sun Shines

Oh I’m making hay while the sun shines
Tomorrow may bring on the rain
In fact I’m making hay now, whether or not
The weather is rainy or cloudy So what?
They always say “Strike while the iron is hot”
Because tomorrow may be stormy again.

They say “Take no thought for the morrow”
It’s all up to fortune and fate
So - take my advice, and I’ll show you how
Act with decision - never be slow.
[click] Seize the moment: Procrastinate now!
And you will find that you are never too late.


They say “Time and tide waits for no man”
No need to be mournful and glum
So - find all the keys; undo all the locks.
Gird up your loins, and pull up your socks.
You gotta move fast when opportunity knocks
For the best times are all yet to come.

Don’t put all your eggs in one basket.
The reason? You may have deduced:
The chicks are all hatched; they’ve all left the nest
You settle back down to a well-deserved rest
When all of a sudden - well I’m sure that you’ve guessed
Altogether they come home to roost.

They say “One good deed deserves another”
The evidence a bit hard to find.
But evidence-based practice is all very well
Brotherly love: It’s a pretty hard sell
The evidence is we’re all going to hell
And there it’s much too hot to be kind.

Don’t turn a blind eye to misfortune.
Samaritans ought to be good.
But, what are you saying? Which were your schools?
We all know the rigmarole. We’re nobody’s fools.
We all play the system; and connivance rules!
When we all know what we shouldn’t we should!.

Oh, I’m making hay while the sun shines
Tomorrow may bring on the rain
In fact I’m making hay now, whether or not
The weather is rainy or cloud. So what?
They always say “Strike while the iron is hot”
Because tomorrow may be stormy again.

R. Miller 2.09.09.

To Show That We’re the DHB
(after Jacques Offenbach’s ‘The Bold Gendarme’ - acknowledgment to original English Lyrics of Henry B Farnie)

We’re public guardians bold and serious,
The public health our sacred quest
We have credentials quite impeccable
Our ethical standards just the best
So when we meet a helpless woman
Who questions all we oversee –
We seek a way . . .To bring her down . . .
To show that we’re the DHB
We seek a way, we seek away,
To bring her down, to bring her down
To show that we’re the DHB

We have a reputation to protect
And we reject deceit and lies
Our bottom line is always in the black
We have achieved all KPIs
So when we find this helpless woman
Threatens all we oversee
We summon up . . . our poisoned pen . . .
To show her . . .we’re the DHB
We summon up, we summon up,
Our poisoned pen, our poisoned pen,
To show her . . .we’re the DHB.

But then we find this helpless woman
Is quite persistent, won’t back down.
And so we try to find the most effective way
To drive her quietly out of town
But then we find this helpless woman
Is stronger than we’d ever thought
We start to fear. . . the day is near . . .
When we might ourselves get caught
We start to fear, we start to fear,
The day is near, the day is near,
When we might ourselves get caught.
And then the story gets quite int’resting
Correspondence gets quite hot
The situation looks precarious
Should we shred the blooming lot?
Yet the evidence accumulates
And by now we’re under fire
So are we still . . .the DHB . . .?
And where are H*p*? and C**n? And D**r?
So are we still, so are we still,
The DHB, the DHB?
And where are *o*e? and *hi*? And *ye*?

And then at last the story is revealed
This helpless woman’s strength is shown
At last the DHB is on the run,
It’s time to drum them out of town
Don’t under-rate this helpless woman
The game’s now plain for all to see
They’re on the run! They’re on the run!
And soon we’ll come to say They were the DHB!
They’re on the run, they’re on the run,
They’re on the run. At last we realise,
They were the DHB!





Spending My Next Life With You

Our span of life, the good book says,
Is three score years and ten
But now I’ve just reached seventy-six,
I ask myself, what then?

I hear the ancient sage advice,
We all should find our mate
So, Mary, could I be with you?
Or is it now too late?

I seek your hand; I hold my breath.
My meaning – is it plain?
Could you yet heed my foolish dream,
To live life o’er again?

	Can it be fair, to give my pledge?	
Is reason there, or rhyme?
Would you be wise to join with me,
Who lives off borrowed time?

Is love a form of madness, or 
A state subject to reason?
Is calculated rational-
-ity, a form of treason?

To join our lives, exchanging rings
Is public affirmation,
and yet – I fondly hope – might solve our 
simultaneous equation.

We cannot know what future holds;
But yet, if ever love be true,
Mary, my dear, my hand is here,
To spend my whole next life with you. 




Hector’s Dream

Hector Kingston had a Dream,
The Nicest Dream there’d Ever Been
And in his dream, young Hector said
As he lay snuggled up in bed. . .

“I want to go to see the moon.
I won’t stay long; I’ll be back soon.”
He never told his mum and dad.
He thought – “Perhaps they’ll think I’m bad”.

Now Hector had a little plan.
He sent a text to his friend Stan,
Who had a Spaceship parked outside:
“Hey, Stan! Can you take me for a ride?

Can you take me to the moon,
Perhaps tomorrow afternoon?”
Well, Stan wrote back to say “Of course!
My Spaceship’s better than a horse!

I’ll pick you up in Orchy Crescent;
They say the weather will be pleasant.
I’ll see you there at half-past two
Tomorrow. Is it only you?”

Hector replied “I’ll meet you there,
With my friend Aila and Humphrey Bear”.
The four met up next afternoon.
And all set off towards the moon.

As they got near, the moon grew large.
Stan the pilot was in charge
And landed safe, at half-past four.
Stan opened up the Spaceship door.

There was a café, with sign to say:
“Cheese and Biscuits Every Day”.
An Alien with a Friendly Face
Said “Hey, I like the Human Race

And, hey - you know we don’t take tips”.
He served up nuclear fish and chips,
With moon juice and a plate of cheese,
And crunchy biscuits, just to please.
[image: ]
Before they went back to their rocket
Hector hid inside his pocket
A crunchy biscuit, partly eaten
And a piece of best blue Stilton.


They paid the bill and then began
Their journey home, with pilot Stan.
With Hector, Aila and Humphrey Bear,
And soon were breathing earthly air.

Next morning, Hector Kingston woke.
He thought his dream was just a joke.
All was quiet; not a sound.
He rubbed his eyes and looked around.

By his bedside, there he sees
A slice of best blue Stilton cheese,
A Spaceship Ticket, and – what’s more –
A biscuit, on the bedroom floor.
.[image: ]
RM, for Hector’s third birthday, 8th January 2020.
(Thanks to Heather Paris, of Preston, for lovely illustrations)
Lines to a Facebook Friend

Don’t Let IT Get You, whatever “IT” may be.
It paid its call to test us all, the same for you and me.
In former days, as history says, we feared the flames of hell;
But now, my dear, our nameless fear defies our powers to tell.

Don’t let IT Get You; Pretend it has no Bites.
Be happy! and don’t waste your time to set the world to rights.
Perhaps there’s naught for us to fear; and nothing’s slightly strange
Why should we ever sweat and strain, when we can see no change?

And yet we see inhuman shapes, whose spikes make infants cry;
Hear ghostly mirth o’er our scorched earth, a sight we can’t deny;
With Justice, Truth and Beauty, all Fakes from Distant Past.
We Burn our Dreams, Destroy all Schemes, when Naught is set to last 

When Guile is seen is every Smile, when Love equates to Lust,
With ‘Texts’ replacing Honest Talk, and Trust reduced to Dust;
Shared Intimacy beyond recall: but does it matter much?
Six feet apart, not heart to heart, we lose the sense of touch.

Mind without meaning, context lost, we know not who we are;
So now I envy Pavlov’s dogs. Yet darker visions gleam afar – 
Of shades who can no longer say to me ‘Oh, Robert! – You’re so Nice’:-
For “I” am but a Digital Technology Device.

Yes – girls and boy – We are mere Toys, for History’s Mystery Play.
And Yes, my friend, God Can’t Defend. What more is there to say?
So, Spend! Spend! My Facebook Friend. The World we Know is Soon to End.
And Borrow! Borrow! Borrow! For you Know there’s no Tomorrow.

Robert Miller
14 March 2021
Omicron Blues
(after Hillaire Belloc)

Omicron is so very small
You cannot make him out at all
Yet Virologists see him - so they hope
In the electron microscope*

The EM sees in Black and White
It never uses coloured light
So real images are much duller
Than all those shown in technicolour

Yet Omicron’s seen in many hues
In pinks and purples, greens and blues
Its colour shifts like a Chameleon
Is Omicron our new Napoleon?

Whate’re we do to check his course - 
Our vaccines, passports, and of course, 
Our track and trace and quarantine
Our failure’s manifestly seen.

Omicron has an evil grin
His real intentions: black as sin
He stalks the airways and the seas
His realm advancing by degrees

Perhaps he frames a fearful plot
To show us humans what is what
If that is his malign intent
For us, it’s sure a grim portent

But this is really slightly puzzling:
A virus is no living being
But just a string of RNA
He has no mind - or so they say.

How can mere molecules possess
Mens Rea: Guilty, more or less?
This would have freaked Saint Augustine
?
Yet Omicron’s never yet been seen!

Virologists who say they know
Assure us that it must be so
OH, LET US NEVER NEVER DOUBT
WHAT NOBODY IS SURE ABOUT

Robert Miller
15.01.22
-----------------------
*Footnote No.1
On this I should not fail to mention 
That we’re in debt for this invention
To a famous physicist and one great wizard
Albert Einstein and Leo Szilard


Mad Verse for a Mad World
I just don’t understand my laptop
 . . . and she just don’t get me
To track the problem to its source,
I joined an IT 'fresher course,
To no avail! My last recourse:
File papers for a quick divorce
And live in Perfect Harmony

Robert
@@@@
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